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a thousand other names, emblems all and symbols only
of the Power which as Mother, Wife or Daughter draws,
not drives, leading the whole creation willingly around its
mystic dance: the power of attraction and affection which
no man can explain, but all endeavour to describe by the
epithet of Love or Beauty. Little knew that Salvation
Army, that squalid and semi-barbarous population of the
Slums, which overthrew my altars, in order to replace the
Cult of Cosmic Energy and Universal Beauty by the
worship of their own sordid and unlovely selves, that
under my polytheistic symbolism, buried in that mytho-
logical idolatry wherein poetry and nature, love, religion
and philosophy were all mixed up together, lay hidden
a truth more essential and profound than all the mechanical
discoveries of Newton and Laplace. Deduct me from the
night: deduct that of which I am the most adequate ex-
pression from the world, and what were left but a worthless
caput mortuum.) an icy heap of darkness insignificant and
motionless, its motive power gone? For Beauty is more
essential to the world than mathematics or mechanics,
missionaries or motor-cars, or even bread and butter: it
is the metaphysical quicksilver, the radical and ultimate;
the quintessential force, which all the while itself unmoved,
causes and initiates all other motion. And vainly did and
do those brutal iconoclasts and their descendants deny
me with their lips: their actions and their literature give
the lie to their hypocrisy: their very poets borrow from
that "paganism" which they disavow all the beauty they
contain. The Cult that ousted and replaced my own,
what was it but what all the ancients thought it, nihilism
and death ? the death of art, philosophy and science, the